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THE LATE 
ADMINISTRATION 


EPITOMISED, Ge. 


'T HILE wou'd-be Politicians croud the Preſs, | 
To raiſe Your Merit ſome, ſome to depreſs, 

In labour'd Dulneſs, palm'd upon the Town, 
Blame you for Treaties;--You was forc'd to own. 
Nay, even ſay, that Janus-fac'd You ſhow'd, 
Condemning Acts, which, after You avow'd; 
That loud You baul'd, gainſt Continental Wars, 
Yet gain'd Your Ends, they ſtill employ'd your Cares, 
To govern all things, was the Point You view'd, 
Not Britain's Good the Object You purſu'd. 
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Inſtead of Lawrels for your Maſter's Brows, 


| You Golden Boxes glean'd from publick Vows. 


Your Aim was Praiſe by ſpecious Show to gain, 
That over all You might deſpotick reign. 

The Seals once got, You' no controul could bear, 
And plain appear'd, Your Thirſt to domineer. 
Long, Cato-like, You roar'd your Country's Cauſe, 
In Time,--Your Clamour found but ſmall Applauſe. 
That croſs'd in what, Your daring Soul propos'd, 
Your Patriot Zeal from Britain's Aid was loos'd. 
They ſay, was this the Time to Abdicate, 

To quit the Helm, Icave Britain to her Fate? 

Not ſo the Quaker when he would not fight, 

Yet cunn'd the Helmſ-man how to ſteer aright, 
Saying, Bloody Battles I muſt ſtill diſown, 
But--Port, if you would run the French-man down. 
In Council thus You {ill Advice might prate, 

Tho' not the Guide—yet Guardian of the State. 
But penſion'd from Your Office you retire, 

Dead in Your Heart all patriotick Fire. 


Permit 


CY 
Permit an humble Muſe, th' Attempt to tell 
Your Fault—was—loving Britain—but too well. 
But one Breaſt ſeem'd with equal Ardour fir d, 
So from an Hoſt of Foes.yow prudently retir d. 
The Truth's well known, that France and Spaia 
appr. | 
The Act by which they ſaw you FI AER d. 
| "Their Arts could never ſway your ſteady Breaſt, 
To give up Al- by Conqueſt we poſſeſt, 
But moſt reſerve, as Recompence of Cares, 
For Blood of Hecatombs, and Toil of Years, 
To eaſe our Debts, and guard 'gainſt future Fears, 
Let us recall in what Diſgrace we lay 
Expos'd tinveterate Foes a certain Prey; 
When Britons fear'd th' Invaſion of their Shore, 
Their Guardians cow'rdly dread the Storm Rill more, 
Forgetting Britain is her own Defence, 
Nor needs Aſſiſtance from a foreign Prince. 
They feek her Safety from a borrow'd Force, 
From 5 and * — Foot and * | 
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IThro' Europe then our Subjects were a Scorn, 

"Twas a Diſgrace to be a Briton born. 

For haughty France with pilf ring Conqueſts ſwell'd, 

Thought all Mankind within her Graſp ſhe held. 
Then like our Guardian Angel you aroſe, 

And fav'd your Country from her in-bred Foes, 

' * Diſmiſe'd the Hireling Troops, and plainly ſhow'd, 

Britain for Self- defence ſufficiently endow d, 

Than of her Sons, no greater Force was need 
Her Coaſts to guard, teach France her Power to dread. 
Tho' ev'ry Spark of Britiſh Fire ſeem'd dead, 

Merit deſpair'd and Courage droop'd its Head, 

| Thro' ev'ry Breaſt dread Horrors made their Way, 

Flat-bottom'd Boats might come ſecure of Prey ; 

Our Wooden-Walls no ſure Defence afford, 

And Britons know not how to weild the Sword, 

All think the Dunkirk Ships might viſit Chatham, 

Nor fear the Portſmmouth̊ Fleet wou'd dare come at em. 
Then fell the ancient Chains from Britiſb Hands, 


Each honeſt County raiſed their valiant Bands, 
And 
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And learnt the Uſe of Arms, for Self-defſence, 
To guard their Properties, and ſhield their Prince. 

Now ſhook the Gallick Shore with equal Dread, 
As when our Eduards, and our Henry led 
Their valiant Troops to Creſſy's well fought Field. 
And fears new Agincourt's ſhould Conqueſts yield, 
Or from Poictiers brought a ſecond King, 
The Britiſh Poets ſhould a Pris'ner ſing. 
Miſtake not Muſe—now Kings do ſeldom fight, 
Modern French Faſhions think it not polite, 
Tho' Pruſſia s Hero ſtill defends his Right. 
Of each Campaign he ſhares the Soldier's Care, 
Himſelf alone conducts the tedious War, 
Painful Preeminence ! the regal Crown 
To Him, who's forc'd to fight to keep his own. 

Him th' Empreſs Queen inveterate Malice bore, 
(And Ruſſia's Empreſs hating him ſtill more,) 
Her ſacred Ties forgets, and joins with thoſe 
For Ages paſt had been ker Countries Foes, 
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To wreak her Vengeance, plans the direful War, 


Females enrag d ſevereſt Miſchief dare ! 
 Tho' inſtant Ruin ſhould the AR enſue, 


The Sweets of Vengeance urge her to purſue, 
For Peace, tho' real Friends, their Efforts try d, 
The Furies cry Revenge She's deaf to all beſide, 
Contrives to ſtab that Friend had fav'd her Crown, 
Nay more—had plac'd her in th' Imperial Throne. 
Behold the Gratitude of Auſtria's Mind, 

Her only View's to govern all Mankind, 

Tho' ſtript your Friend, her Wiſhes to fulfil, _ 
Next—cut his Throat to gratify her Will. 


80 Hung'ry would, by her Ambition led, 


Leave not the Pruſſian where to lay his Head. 
But other Maxims guide the Court of Heav'n, 

There Juſtice is return d for what is giv'n, 

There the Decree—that unjuſt Claims ſhall rot, 

Nor dreamt, of Conqueſts, be th" Aſpirer's Lot. 

There Pruſſias Genius found nor France nor Spain, 

Nor Auſtria, ſhould their wiſh'd-for Point obtain, 
Thence 


[9] 
Thence flies to whiſper in the Monarch's Ear, 
Purſue your Plan from Heav'n you've nought to fear, 
In Roſbach's, Field ſhall Pruffia maintain 
His Independence, and the Vict ry gain, 
And ſhew his Foes o'er numbering in War, 
Virtue oppreſs d is Heaven's peculiar Care. 
Eaſt, Weſt, and South: ſhall Brityb Arms prevail, 
And in the North ſhall hold the equal Scale; 
Tho' for wiſe, Ends it ſuffers Men to feel 
The direful Plagues of Famine, Fire and Steel, 
Yet in due time the Olive Branch twill ſend, 
Which to each piercing Woe ſhall put an Eud. 
When all ſhall jointly bleſs the happy Four; 
Former Diſtreſs ſhall ſcarce be heard of more. 
Then the ambitious Views of Auſtrian Pride, + 
Like France and Spain's ſnall to juſt Terms ſubſide, 
Thus Pruffa's Genius, hail d the Fav 'rite King, 
From Heav'ns high Court th' Intelligence I bring, 
From Britain hope Completion of my Word, 
Her Patriot Stateſman ſhall Relief afford. 


Behold 
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Behold him fix'd in Power. 


Franceſaw your Aim 
Would break the Schemes of her aſpiring Claim; Z 


That now her Hopes of univerſal Pow'r, 

Like tranſient Dreams, muſt hence exiſt no more, 

That Britiſh Thunder now thoſe Shores muſt ſhake 

Whoſe Boaſts before had made this Iſle to quake, 

As under thee expectin g—Britons wou'd 

Purſue no other Aim but Britain's Good, 

Fill'd with ſuch Hopes, conjointly give due Aid 

To gain the Ends for which their Vows were made, 

Twas wondrous then, to ſee all Men unite, 

Nor Whig, nor Tory, Georg--or Facob-ite, ' 

No Parties then remain d, but all approv'd, 

And truſt their Fortunes to the Man they low d, 

Ready they join to aid the Common Cauſe, — 

Thy Aim to humble France finds general Applauſe, 
Then from our Harbours fail'd our truſty Tars, 

And Gallia found Reward of I Wars, 


Our 
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Our well-train'd' Soldiers with our Sailors fight, | 
Nor Admirals, nor Gen'rals diſunite | 
As heretofore, when Heart-ſwoln Malice lay 
Between Commanders on the liquid Way, 55 
And Britain's Fame was made, to private Peak a 

Yet of old Fraud ſome Footſteps ſtill remain'd, 
Your firſt Attempt but little Glory gain'd, 
Where the Fault was, expect not me to tell, 
Nor how deſtroy d—a Scheme was plann'd ſo well. 
Prepar'd for War our Soldiers wiſh to land, 
And hardly brook their General's Command ; 
Who thought he ſaw the Swi/s upon the Plain, 
And cries tis beſt that we replough the Main. 

From Follies paſt, when properly review'd 
We ſee the Path we ought to have purſu'd. 
If reſolutely bent (we mend what's paſt) 
Still to be Good,. We gain the Goal at laſt, 
How vain th' Attempt in theſe few Lines to tell, 
Embden recover d, and how Cherburg fell; 

St, 
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St. Malo s Ships deſtroy d; and juſtly mourn 
What at St. Cas we ſuffer d in our Turn. 
For when led on by Men who Danger dare, 
They ſhow the World what Britiſpb Soldiers are, 
Nor rocky Coaſts, nor ſand y Beach controuls, 
Or ſtops the Landing of ſuch dauntleſs Souls, 
In vain the Cannon pointed at their Heads, 
Nor Sword or Fire our Tar or Soldier dreads, 
When lov'd the Gen'ral who to Glory leads: 
Gladly they follow him they dare to truſt, 
Who to his Country more than Self is juſt ; 
They know his Prudence from Suprize will ſhicld, 
Or quickly draw them from th O erpower' d Field. 
The Gen' ral knows his Men at his Command | 
Will do what c'er his Prudence can demand, 
Under his Banners go to th Gates of Death, 
Nor fear the Foe entrench' d up to their Teeth, 
As Wolves by Hunger preſt, by Glory theſe _ 


Will in their Mouths the full-charg d Muſket ſeize, 
Nor quit their Holds till Death gives a Releaſe; 


Tho 
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Tho' round their Comrades fall, and dying roar, 
Their Fall but ſpurs them on to Vengeance more; 
Their ſlaughter d Meſſmates Blood new whets their 
Swords, | | 
Till the fled Foc, —no more Revenge affords. 
Long has it been the Mode of France to ſay; 
Had they ſuch Men they'd make the World obey ; 
Not Cz/ar's Cunning, Alexander's Sword, 
To gain that End ſuch certain Hope afford. 
Tho' wide the Roman Eagle's Conqueſt ſpread, 
Thro' the (known) World the Macedonian dread, 
How ſmall the Space? Compar d where Britain's Fame 
Has ſhewn Mankind, that Freedom was her Aim; 
Not to make Slaves Her Conqueſts ſhe purſues, 
But Liberty—on all She would diffuſe ; 
No Fetters fix upon the human Soul, 
Nor harmleſs Wand'rings of the Mind controul. 
Deſpotick Pow'r diſdains :—'Tis Self- defence 
Calls forth her Sons, to teach all Tyrants Senſe. 
C Nor 
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Nor Tracts of Lands t extend her Empires Bounds, 
But Peace to gain Her warlike Trumpet ſounds. 
For this, old Ocean finds his Baſis ſhake, 


And all his Seas from Britiſh Thunder quake, 


Our well-man'd Fleets on ev'ry Coaſt proclaim, 


Peace to each Sov'reign in Great George's Name; 


No Tribute he demands, but ſeeks to prove, 
How much their Int'reſt tis, to gain his Love; 
What benefits attend on Commerce's Call, 

That mutual Traffick's the Support of all; 
That Arts and Sciences improve Mankind, 

(They riſe from her) and ſooth the Savage Mind: 
By poliſh'd Maxims, ſmooth'd Life's ſhort-tim'd Span, 
Their Culture makes, Man ſociable to Man.” 
Bids Men no more like Beaſts of Prey to rove, 
Nor conſecrate with Human Blood the Grove. 
Says ſhady Walks {ſhould be to Peace conſign d, 
As Places fit t indulge a ſtudious Mind, 


To teach the Savage how th' Almighty Power, 
in Blades of Graſs, Shrubs, Trees and each wild Flow'r, 
Well 
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Well as in Inſects, Birds and Beaſts can ſhow 
What the Omnipotent alone can do; | 
Teach him to liſp the Great Creator's Praiſe, 
Who from the Duſt that Wonder, Man! did raiſe; 
Fix in his Mind, the laſt Command was giv'n, 
Fear God, Love all, is the fure Road to Heav'n. 
Theſe were the Views of ev'ry Scheme you laid, 

That Britain ſtill ſhould Umpire be of Trade; 
No Pow'r left France in Meptune s Pace to dare, 
Gainſt his lov'd Ifle to meditate new War; 
But of Her Pow'r convine'd ſhould ever deign 
T' acknowledge Britain Empreſs of the Main: 
That ſuch She reigns the Truth is fully known, 
Thro' the whole Globe; — Her Voucher is the Sun. 
He ſaw of Lowiſbourg the overthrow, 
To thee Bo/cawen We that Conqueſt owe, 
He view'd Thee, — beat the French off Lagos Bay 
May Britiſh Records ever tell each Day, 
And to the lateſt Time thy Name convey, 

| | C 2 | Ts | 
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In his Meridian ſaw the Afric Shore; 
Where Goree, Senegal, are French no more, 


There Keppel led the Britiſh Ships to Fame, 


Apollo bids the Muſe record his Name 


No Pow'r left there, for boaſting Gauls to tell, 
The Name of Louis Who's belov'd fo well. 
North-Eaſtward riſing from the azure Main, 
Sees Pruſſian Fred'rick on Moravia's Plain, 
Where Luth'rans, Calviniſis and Greeks combine 
To ruin Him, and help the vain Defign © 
Of Außtria, to whoſe Aid France Succour ſends, 
The ſtauncheſt Foes now grown the greateſt Friends. 
They Treaties ſign, that neither Prince ſhall move, 
Or make a Peace the other don't approve. 
Here Go//ick Cunning thought her Point obtain'd, 
It Briztifh Troops a German War maintain d, 


Expecting Britons (till would (Fools remain, ) 


Supporting that, negle their Fleets again. 
| Expos'd on ev'ry Side to hoſtile Bands, 


Ruſſians, Swedes, Auſtrians, Germans, Pruſſia ſtands, . 


Hanover, 


271 

Hanover, Heſſe, were only His Reſource, 
But what could they expos d to Gallick Force ? 
Too ſoon they found how weak, for Self-defence, 
Supporters of their Country, or their Prince. | 
Twas then they felt what Britain oft had done, 
The Woes of fighting Quarrels, —not Her Own. 

Who can the Monarch blame, that weeping view'd 
His Birth-place turn'd into a Field of Blood, 
When Gallick Courtiers ſign the 7% Decree, 
Whole fruitful Countries muſt a Deſart be: 
(Unable to ſupport th' unrighteous Cauſe, 
Unleſs from vanquiſh'd Foes,--FranceSuccourdraws;) 
'The People bar'd each Joy that Life affords, 
Have nought but Life to yield their conqu'ring Lords; 
No Hopes are left them but Britannias Aid, 
On whoſe Account the dreadful War was made. 

Should Britain then neglect their bitter Groan? 
Rifing from War,—which ſprung from Her alone. 
Could the joint Father of both Countries ſee 
Diſtreſs like theirs, —nor give a Remedy? 

| Their 
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Their Towns and Cities plunder'd; Orphans lain 


In others Quarrels, yet no Succour deign ? 
Could Britiſb Hearts for humane Actions fam'd, 
Forbid that Succour which their Monarch claim'd ? 


Where then Your Blame for aiding the Diſtreſs d? 


Virtue's neer deaf to Calls of the Oppreſt ! 


You ſaw Hanover's, and your Maſter's Woe, 


Nor helping Her the Primier War forego, 

And thus divide the Effort of our Foc. 

While thus with Courage you the War ſupport, ; 

Rever'd alike by City and by Court, 

Your Council thro' the Realm alike approv'd, 

In ev'ry Act-All ſaw a Patriot mov'd. 

No Murmurings then from Pruſſian Aid aroſe, 

The ſame were Prufia's and Britannia's Foes, 

When Pruſſia conquers, Engliſh Bonfires blaze, 

And Fred'rick's Name has univerſal Praiſe, 

By Him oppos'd, the Jeſuits Arts no more 

Shall humble Man to own heir treach'rous Pow'r, 
FA | Howe'er 
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Howe'er diſguis d, Their tenets fly they ſpread, 
Twas not Religion did theſe Horrors breed! 
But let all thinking Minds the Conflict view, 
They'll gueſs if Pruſſia ſinks, what muſt enſue, 
No new Guſtavus Guard gainſt Auſtria's Rod, 
The Swedes dont fear it, —Money is Their God ; 
They war not now in the pure Faith's Defence, 
But ſeek the Downfall of the only Prince, 
Who from Church -Tyranny can them enſure, 
For if he's cruſh'd, Their Freedom is no "more. 
See, the Effect of the dire Thirſt of Gold! 


French Bribes in Bonds the Sediſi Senate hold, 
And German Proteſtants ſupport the War, 


'Gainſt him who ſtands of Romiſh Power the Bar. 
What's call'd Your Error rather merits Fame, 

Twas till Your Care, to baffle France's Aim, 

By wrong-plan'd Councils She at firſt directs 

The War amiſs. Her true Defence neglects. 

Not ſuch Your Plan, You prudently provide, 

By Sea and Land our Forces are ſupply'd, 


Thence 
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Thence our Succeſs was juſtly due to You, 
Who Canada in Germany ſubdue, 
While France neglecting to ſupport her Flet 

In ev'ry Sea finds general Defeat, 


By Boſcawen and Hawke Deſtruction's hurl'd, 

No more French Squadron's ſhall infult the World. 
If Britain now can to her Cauſe be true, 

No ſecond Time ſhe'll need French Fleets ſubdue, 
Remembring what to Genoa Louis ſaid, | 

We know what Ships you need,--moreſhan't be made. 
Thus in French Stile, Britain may plainly dare, 
The Force Marine that they. ſhould keep, declare, 
If more you build; the Act denounces War. 


Such the Reſult from German Wars We pain, 
While France but conquer'd. Hanover in vain, 
There Thouſands upon Thouſands ſhe maintains, 
Say, Snarlers, tell-me, what were France's Gains? 
Does Minden's Plains her glorious Vict' ry tell, 


Did ſhe Te Deum ſing, — for having ſcap d fo well? 


5 Had 


[=] 
Had equal Ardour ſhone in ev'ry Breaſt, 
As mann | 
Had SI (as he ought) have haſten' d 
The Britiſh Horſe, We'd double Glory won. 
Tho Providence permits Her keep the Field, 
To France, what Laurels did Germania yield? 
Was it the Glory of a Bankrupt's Name ? 
Her univerſal Loſs employs the Trump of Fame. 
While thus You kept up Continental Wars, 
Did Wars Marine the leſs employ Your Cares? 
By You France ſaw her ev'ry Project foil d, 
By Sums your Country rais d, Her Schemesareſpoil'd, 
For ev'ry Service then no ſcanty Aid, 
But ampleſt Grants, with Chearfulneſs are paid; 
Theſe due apply d, for the Deſigns they're giv'n, 
Of Britain's Conqueſts,—th' only Bound'ry Heav'n. 
The North-Weſt Point no ſooner Phzbus gains, 

But Britons greet him on Canadian Plains, © 
Thence Wolfe's expiring Soul à Vic ry bore, 
To Realms of Bliſ—He dying aſk'd no more. 
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There fell as Great a Man, as ter purſu c 
With truly patriot Zeal, his Country's Good, 
No Publick Stone as yet records the Day, 
When Qzebeck fell to Britiſh Arms a Prey, '_ __. 
Where leſs Aſſailants took that Warlike Place, 
Then Pris ners gain d, the Victor's Triumph grae 

Here fell the Glory of aſpiring France, 


Not ſuch a Conqueſt— Annas Years inhance. 


But for the Wars, elſewhere by France maintain'd, 
Britons had ne er this great Acqueſt and; 
Tythe of the Numbers in Meſpbalia loſt, 
Had Rill preſerv' d France Miſtreſs of this Coaſt.” 
Vain my Attempt to fing how Townſend fought, 
That Manltan there immortal Glory got; 
How Amber t, paſs d Americ Wilds and Seas, 
The Labours bore,. Montreals; Conqueſt pays, 


Nor muſk wy Muſe forge, de Der we ove. 


To thy deſerving Mem'ry—gallant Howe!. 


Nor what to Holmes, and Saunders does belong, 


May better Bards record their Names in Song. 
New 


[a3] 

New quitting 7hetis' Arms, Sol mounts his Carr, 
And ſees in Eaſtern Climes, the Fate of War 
Unjuſtly fought, return d upon the Fo, 
Aggreſſing French and Durchmen feel the Woe, 
Which their cloſe Arts had made our Merchants bear, 
Calcutta s Hole l-caus d many a Britiſh Tear. 

To heal their Woes, . behold | Immortal Cie, 
And Watſon come, there Courage to revive, - ' 
Calcutta falls, and the Mabob's o'erthrownj; - + 
Chandinagore becomes a Britih Town, 
Clive's Acts in Time: will as Romance appear, 


So let a good Hiſtorian write them fair, . 
And his Deſcendants long; his Titles wear; 
Sharing (alike) his Hazards, Wealth, and Fame, 
By Time recorded be, brave J/at/on's Name. 
Thus rous d to Vengeance, hear] the Lion's roar 
And Union Colours,--ſright all Alas Shore. 
Each Frenchman there beholds with dread Diſmay, 
Their dire Approach and fears a Judgment Day. 
D: wv De) 
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By the Peſtroction, of their grrateſt Friend 
Detedded in their Arts, fee l Gangei Flood, 
By Force inferior, ſtain' d with Belgic Blood z 


They now fear' Juſtiee from. a Britiſh Rod 1 - 
Ambgzao's Acts repaid in Fire and Steel, - 


Of tortur d ub, hear the difinal Tel; 


And of Chine/e that at Batavia fell,, 
TheirCrimes are not forgot;-tho'Puniſhment'sdelay'd. 
No fubtle Tricks untry d, to keep their Pow'r, | 


With tempting Baits they ſtrive t enſnare the Moor, 


Vain each Attempt lethere France prevails no more.] 
Not Panoicherry fam'd by modern Art, 
Can longer Safety for theit Lives impart, 

Flanders 


[3] 
Flanders review'd, can't ſhow a ſtronger Place 
Than this, whoſe- Conqueſt Britiſh Annals grace. 
Here I'd attempt to fing Would Phaduc aid, 
And help, record the Names, theſe Conqueſts made, 
And firſt; ſhew: Pococke, with inferior Force, 
The full-mann'd Fleet ef haughty France diſperſe. 
Nine (gainſt Eleven)-of our Ships prepare, 
But dev n of theſe-alone ſupport the War.” 
— theſe, behold, the . . : 


To. Pondicherry fly for a Retreat, 

And ſhew- their -Conntrymen their foul Deſear 
Could Ithe Dialc& of th' Eaſtern Clime, 

In flowing Numbers make to Britiſh Chime, - 
I'd ſing Wand vaſh, Carongoly,: Arrot, 
Under Eyre Cuore by Britiſh;Valout got, 
Nor Brereton s, Draper s Proweſs leave unſung, 
Jo each of them great Praiſes do belong. 


Next, ay, to Steven: · Puconle quits Commam , 


And Corniſh at St. George does Forces land- 
To Him and Monſom then do Victims fall, 
Parmacoil, Allumparva, Karicall. 


Nor- 


_'T6J 
Nor muſt my Pen forget, Tinker, Haldane, - 
Who i in theſe Wars,--their- Share of Glory gain, 0 
And, Laurence ſtands—Well worthy of my Pen, 
_ Gladly T d each recount, who bravely ſhew d. 
He thought his Lifc,--well loſt for Britain's Good. 
When Weſtward: Sal returns, He ſees, on high. 
O'er Guad lupe s Walls the Britiſh Colours fly; 
And all the Neutral Illes; France thought * . 
So many Jewels ſhine in Britain's Crown, 1 vil 
Moore, Barrington, and Crump, theſe Conqueſtsgrace, . 


The laſt (tho not the chief here claims a Place, 


| Embrace. 
Whom, Death thence ſtole, from His old Friends) 


The Gain of Martinique to You we owe, 

You plan'd the Scheme for that-important Blow. ] 

(There Laurels ſpring for Rodney s, Monkton's:Brow.) 

By your Support,--Soubi/e and Broglio beat, 

Saw Ferdinand,--a Vi&'ry gain compleat. ; | 
er I eonelude, Bethfle mayn't be forgot, = 

Whether a Conqueſt beſt obtain'd--or _— 

I | For 
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For Cavillers with high Importance ay, 
Our Blood and Treafure there was thrown away, 
Much greater Glory had our Forces won, 
In taking th' Iſle's of France and of Bourbon. 
But this I may with greateſt. Truth advance, 
There Frenchmen ſee!—how weak the Pow'r of France, 
Diſgrace like this their Anceſtor's ne er ſaw, 
Since Edward's, Henry's, to that Realm gave Law, 
Nor can French Gazette's here give Fame the Lye, 
When on Palais,--they Britiſh Colours ſpy. | 
Of all our Conqueſts Lowis feels this moſt, 
As every Subject ſees, what they have loſt. 
New Lawrels It affords for Xeppe/'s Broiy,” 
There--mural Crowns for- valiant Hodg ſon grow. 
Then in full Splendour ſhone: the Britiſb Crown, 
And. George the third thro' all the World was known, 
What by their Arms the French could not maintain. 
They ſeek by treach'rous Show of Peace to gain, 
And hope the Countries loſt;--by Treaty to obtain. 
True to your. Truſt, Vou ſaw thro ev'ry Wile, 
Nor could their Schemes Your watchful Care beguile, 
Too 


[8] 


Too well Yqu knew, Their laſt Reſource in view 


Was gain the Sparmerd,--or to bials Von]. 


Unhappy: Spain | too ready lent an Ear, 
And joins with France, her Kinſman's Woes to ſhare, 


Nay, calls on all the Princes of her Race, 
Jo reſcue France, or ſhare her foul Diſgrace ; 


In proud Memorials—diRates haughty Claims, 
And Threats t oppoſe th aſpiring Britiſb Aims, 
Rous'd by ſuch Inſolence Your Patriot Pride, 
And Loyal Heart, their Impotence deride, - | 
Too well You knew the Strength of Britain s Arms, 
To fear a Danger from their worſt Alarms. 

In Council reſolute—You ſpoke, your Mind 
Gainſt Peace, -that leaves the Seeds of War behind, 


Suceceſsful War twas better to purſu, 


Than fign a Peace ſhould ſoon the War renew. 


Fer We reſign th? Advantages We've gain'd, 


To, the laſt Drop of Blood-be War maintain d, 
Nor fear our Country--will their Help refuſe, 
Our Senate can, ſufticient ums produce; — | 
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While Spain, —if we direct our Force aright; 
Shall rue the Hour, —She dar d us to the fight; 
Inſulted thus, let's ſtrike th' immediate Blow,” © 
By juſt Chaſtiſement, Britain's Power ſhow; 
Stop her Revenues from th' Americ Seas, 


And ſoon you'll find, theſe high Demands will ceaſe. 


Thus from-Yout Heart, with Britain's Glory fir d, 
The warm Emotions of Your: Soul tranſpir d. 1 
Then daſtard B.— ſaid it was in vain 

The French to combat, if ally d with Spain,, 

Our Debts are now too great to be repaid; 

Nor can the Nation bear, new Taxes laid. 

The Mouth- piece of the C—1 thus bray'd . | 

"Tis time our Wars to end, give Peace on Earth, 
Better ſubſcribe the Terms, of conquer'd ww”! 

And what by Conqueſt gain'd, by Treaty loſe. 

To ſecond Him Unanimous' They ſhew, 5 

And but ons Voice remains, to ſecond You: | | 
Thus fall'n from Pow'r, twas time Yet! ſhould 


remove, 
And paſs Your Days, in that Retreat You love. 
E Cor- 


* o 
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Corruptions Arts your honeſt Zeal o'erpow'r, _ 

You ſhew'd a Brizon,--Proof gainſt Gallic Ore. 

When out of many only One would ſay, 

Purſue P—7 s Plan, the Foe muſt ſoon obey. 

When haughty Peers their titl'd Wealth oppole, 

And poor-Plebeian, urge- beneath Your Noſe, 

You thought with Caro, if ſuch rule the Nation, 

« The Poſt of Honour is a private Station:” 
Better retir d, Your latter Days to end, 

Than countenance the Acts, -Vou could not mend. 

As for paſt Actions You deſerv'd Regard, 

(Vour Country hop' d, and wiſn d, Vou ſtillwas heard) 

Ought you refuſe Your Sovereign's Reward? 

For foreign Penſions You refus'd to ſign, 

Till Haſtings Name ſhould be confront with thine, 

Tho' the Town Books of Paris ſhew the Shame 

Of Edward's Courtiers, Penſioners, by Name, 

Haſtings would never ſuffer his Receipt, 

To ſhew Himſelf, a Slave to Lewis, writ. , 


\ 
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Tho Peace for All, was ſtill the End You view'd, 
Yet muſt that Peace, be made for Britain's Good, 


No Pow'r left France, her Neighbours to aſſail, 

By crafty Means, o'er Innocence prevail, 

Cloſe par d her Claws, ſhorn her aſpiring Pride, } 
Stript of ſtol'n. Conqueſts—her o'erflowing Tide, 


Bee brought again, in its own Banks to glide. 


That Britain ſtill, ſhou'd rule the Seas Domain, 


Where'er Waves beat the Britiſb Flag ſhould: reign! 


Convincing Spain, how vain th' Attempt ſhe made, 
To ſhare with France in our Newfoundland Trade. 
As ſoon to Guarda Coſta's Search you'll grant, 
Or ſtop the dying Trade from Logwood's want, 
Reſign our Rights to plough Americ Seas, 


And ſuffer them again, our Ships to ſeize. 

Grant them a Fiſh'ry, ſoon twill Sailors breed, 
Spain's Naval Pow'r, ſhall raiſe its drooping Head, 
Enable Her to ſearch our Ships again, 

And ſhine the Ruler of th' Americ Main. 
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You faw twas time, to make the Spaniards mourn, 
The opt Penthievre, and our Loſs return. 
To fix the Freedom of Honduras Bay, rr 
Make Spain for Slaves, the Britiſh Merchants pay, 

Due Recompence aſſign, for Inſults made 
On Britain's Flag, and to our injur d Trade, 
But ſtop'd the Means, to compaſs Vour Deſign, 
You quit Your Office,, and the Seals reſign. 


Muſe drop the Pen, alWmourn th' unlucky Hour, 
From hence, your Patriot Pitt /--prevails no more. 
Phe 2 be * * 
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